
Pastoral Prayer 8.4.19  

Dear God, 

         Going to bed last night we tried to imagine the scene at Walmart in El 

Paso Texas when the shooting began. So many frightened people, small 

children shopping for school supplies with their grown-ups, one more tank top 

to see them through the end of summer, a pair of sparkly flip-flops. In a second 

their lives were changed or ended as bloodshed spread through the store and 

the rifle drilled terror through a normal day, through a community, through us. 

         And dripping in our hair from sleep we awaken this morning to find that 

in the middle of the night yet another mass shooting has occurred, this time in 

Dayton, Ohio. Gracious and redeeming God, we pray for all those who have 

lost loved ones, for towns and cities flattened by despair and for the people of 

this county. So many of us are plagued with mental illness and cannot find 

solace or help. Lead us to awaken to the pervasive desperation and the all to 

swift turn to violence so acceptable and condoned for all. Grant us the wisdom 

and clarity to act decisively to make guns less readily available. We take the 

matches from the children and hand the grown-ups guns.  

         In this season of plenty as crops come to fruition, lead us to not be 

distracted by good fortune but to focus on those in need, in the world, in this 

country, in our own kitchen.   Amen. 

POEM 

The Hawk     August 6, 2017 

The hawk is squawking constantly. 

Three weeks of wailing and desire, 

three weeks of air saturated with irresonant need. 

 



Tell me what you want, I plead. 

Anything to stop that sound. 

Are you hungry? Lonely? 

Lost or found? 

Cocked head, he pins me still with a searing gaze 

but quiets if I stand beneath his giant pine 

and fix him with my binoculars. 

Two creatures flirting, which is fine; 

but I am busy and have other things to do. 

 

Is this what you want too, Almighty God? 

That I focus on you and soothe 

Your squawking?  

 

That I stand beneath the tree— 

a cross no less-- 

and wonder what is asked of me? 

Wonder how I might quiet 

Your berating and longing, 

quiet even your loving me so much 

it drives me to distraction? 

 

Two creatures flirting, 

still as statues 

in the soft breath of summer. 

 


